The Safety Catch

"They're only things."

"Only what?"

"Things! Things!" yelled John. And seeing that Mr. Grindrod
did not catch the word he screamed it yet again. "Things!"

"Oh," roared Mr. Grindrod above the sound of the wind and
the engine, "Things. Yes. That's all they are, of course. Fairly big
things, though."

"Powerless against Ideas," cried John, bringing his mouth as close
to the window slit as he could. "Ideas make them. Ideas move and
use them. Good ideas, humane ideas, could destroy them. Ideas are
the only things that matter."

Mr. Grindrod slowed up, and came to a standstill outside Celia
Dammering's home. John stepped out and stood by Mr. Grindrod.

"You see my point," he said, "about Things and Ideas?"

Mr. Grindrod's eyes took on the expression of a boy remembering
his lesson.

"Ideas are stronger than things," he said. "Yes. I see." He reached
for his brake. "Well, so long. Tell Celia all about it. And yer
needn't give her my love if yer jealous." He grinned, and just as he
was about to move off, he ran through his lesson again.

"Ideas are stronger than things," he said. Then he leant towards
John. "Though if I was an Idea, I shouldn't care to be in the way
when the Rodney lets off a broadside."

Still looking at John, he let in his clutch, let out a foul breath
from his exhaust and rolled away in search of fares.

CHAPTER THREE
I
AS Mr. Grindrod disappeared down the road, John turned
jTYbriskly and entered the garden gate of a house called "Bolcyn."
It was a greatly improved and enlarged variety of "Cartref/* It had
taken a notion of appearing in fancy dress as a Tudor Cottage, and
like any of us in fancy dress, though looking rather a fool outside,
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